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Chapter One
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Lena Kelly stormed into her brother’s office, which used to be their father’s. Her anger boiled over at what she’d just learned, information she didn’t want to believe. How could Porter do something like auction off their little sister for marriage?

“What have you done?” she demanded, which got her no response.

Lena, at twenty-five, would have already been married herself if a twist of fate had not intervened. They had canceled her marriage contract, much to Porter’s chagrin. He had never been warm to Lena, with no gentle qualities their father had possessed. Porter took after their mother’s father, a cold-hearted bastard who had no problem with selling off his children to the highest bidder, and he had many children. Their mother just got lucky because of her mother stepping in on the arrangement her husband was making for their last daughter. A true love match.

Lena wasn’t a small, easy to manage woman, either. She was taller than most, standing around the five-ten mark. She also had more of a figure than many of the men around this planet liked. They all wanted tiny, easy to bully, and handle women. Porter had tried his hardest to starve both her and her little sister, Mya, to keep their weight down, but it didn’t work. Either Mya would steal some food or a few of the staff would sneak some to them.

Dress code. Another stupid ass rule of Porter’s.

Mya had nothing but white lace dresses, with tight corsets fitted beneath. The gowns were long to the floor with short sleeves and bodices deeply cut—low enough to tease prospective grooms with cleavage. She was expected to keep herself properly groomed and dressed at all times, just in case a caller might come.

As for Lena, her clothing changed when their father died. No longer did she have to wear pure white lace dresses. Porter took all of her jewelry away and only handed her pieces when they had guests. When those guests left, he took it back. Her clothes were just plain silk, nothing fancy, nothing with lace, and sure as hell not pure white but a dingy, aged off-white. 

“Porter!” Lena yelled, slamming her hands down on his desk.

That got his attention.

He looked up at her and slowly put down the paper he was reading. The coldness in his eyes might have worked long ago with her, but no more. Lena had enough of his shit.

“I don’t recall asking you to my office,” he said in a very slow, low tone. “And I don’t have time for you.”

“Well, brother, you’re going to make time for me.” She looked him over and snorted.

Porter tried extra hard at keeping himself looking like he was important. His dark brown hair was slicked back from his face, his clothing crafted by the finest tailors money could buy, and shoes so shiny if a woman stood next to him, he could see what secrets she had under her dress. He also had large diamond studs embellishing his cuffs and a solid gold pocket watch he’d stuffed in the slot on his suit vest. Well-kept together with well-kept secrets.

He sighed. “Fine, you have three minutes.”

“Is it true?”

“Is what true?”

“Don’t play this innocent bullshit game with me, you little prick.”

“Name calling with a filthy mouth,” He narrowed his cold, dark eyes at her. “Is that really necessary?”

“You will not auction off our sister.”

Those eyes didn’t change, but his posture did. Porter sat back in his oversized leather chair, resting his elbows on the arms.

“Oh, my God. You are?” she said in disbelief.

“She is valuable, unlike you.

Lena could only frown and shake her head at him.

“Father left me with a huge debt, one that is becoming difficult to pay off. With a good marriage, I can do that. Now, if I can just figure out what to do with you.”

“Do with me? We are not things to be sold off.”

“Your time is up, and I have work to do.” He sat back up and picked up what he had been reading, dismissing her. 

“You’re not done with me, you son-of-a-bitch.” She leaned over, and with one swipe of her arm, cleared his desk. “I will not let you do this.”

She had gone too far and knew it.

Porter struck, and he struck fast. 

Reaching over the desk, he backhanded Lena harder than any other time before when they’d fought. She fell backward, landing on her bottom. He came around the desk quickly. Nothing was said as he started the beating. He kicked her hard in the side, taking her breath away as agonizing back pain ensued. But this time, Lena wasn’t about to go down without a fight.

“You forget your place, you little whore,” Porter snarled. “But don’t worry. I’ll remind you.” He backed off, waiting for her next move.

“I promise you this time, brother,” she snarled as she pushed herself back up to her feet, holding onto her side. “I’m not going down easy.”

* * * *
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“WHY?” MYA ASKED, TOUCHING Lena’s lip. She cleaned up the blood on her face, making Lena feel like a wounded animal.

“He’s going to sell you off,” Lena told her. “We need to leave here.”

“And go where?”

Lena did not elaborate about the beating. Her side burned and every breath she took hurt like hell. She suspected she might have a cracked rib.

“It doesn’t matter where—we just need to go. Tonight.”

Mya shook her head. “You can’t go anywhere. This fight, this beating he gave you, Lena.” She sighed, her lower lip shaking. “He could have killed you,” she finished in a wavering whisper.

“He didn’t, but he’s going to wish he had.” Lena groaned when she moved. “Look, this is what you need to do. You need to get as many credits and cash and all of your jewelry together. I have a feeling he’s going to make his move at the party tonight, and if he does, then we need to go now.”

“But you can’t travel.”

“I’ll be fine. This is more important. You are more important. You need to be careful when you get the credits and cash.”

Mya nodded. “What else can I do?”

“Codes.” Lena moved slowly and forced her beaten body to sit up. “We need codes to his ship. When we are away, we can get ahold of grandfather. He’ll kill Porter for this.”

“Okay, I’ll pack up a bag and get those things. I’ll also find out about this party and when it’s going to happen. That might help us with a time on leaving.”

“Good idea.” Lena nodded.

“Lie back down.” Mya helped her lie flat. “I’ll get you something for the pain. It’ll be a good excuse to go snooping around the house.”

When Mya came back almost an hour later, she found cash and something to ease Lena’s pain. Lena fell asleep for a bit, and when she wakened, Mya was back in her room, packing a bag with her things.

“What happened?” Lena asked, pushing herself back off the bed.

“The party is going to happen in a few hours,” Mya answered. “Porter has men lined up to bid on me like I’m one of his damn paintings. We’re leaving now.”

“Did you get the codes?” Lena asked.

“Yes, and more credits than we can use. I took all he had. He’s broke now, and I heard him tell the servants to lock the house down and us both to be locked in our rooms. So we have little time. We have to go right now, or we won’t be able to go at all.”

Lena bit the inside of her cheek to push back the pain from the fight. She stood, held her breath at the pain, and picked up the bag that Mya packed up for her, giving thanks that it wasn’t that heavy. Giving Mya a nod, she waited until Mya’s back was to her before pulling out one more thing from a drawer, then shoving it into the bag quickly before following her sister out. 

Together, they left Lena’s room, and as quietly as they could, headed toward the back where the servants could come and go without being seen. Another one of Porter’s stupid rules after their father’s death. He didn’t want to see the servants at all. It also was the one part of the house that would be less guarded and close to the docking pad.

“Are you sure you can fly the ship?” Mya asked in a hushed whisper.

“Father taught me without Porter knowing. I think he suspected that Porter would do something like this.”

“I’m scared.”

“Me too.”

Stopping at the only spot on the second floor that could be seen from below, Lena looked down and watched in disgust as her brother greeted the first of many of his guests. He put on a big show, dressing in his best clothes, with his largest diamond cuff on his wrists. Bigger diamonds than the ones he had on when they got into it. His shoes polished to a bright shine, and they had even brought the crystal out. This party would cost him a fortune, yet if he sold his sister then it would all be worth it, but wouldn’t get him out of the hole, not since Mya just took all he had. Oh, how Lena wanted to go down there and have it out with him again. But she wasn’t in any shape to since this time he’d done more damage to her than ever.

Lena reached into the bag and brought out the gun she had hidden in her dresser. Mya gasped softly as Lena handed her the bag.

“What is that for?” Mya asked.

“Just in case. Go!”

Mya was clearly scared, and it showed on her face. She paled when Lena looked at her and gave a nod. Mya ran while Lena kept her eye on their brother, making sure that he didn’t spot them or anyone else. With this party, the entire household had their attention on it and on making sure Porter was happy and looked good.

“You bastard,” Lena hissed low, wanting to shoot him right then. “You will pay for this. I promise you.” 

She waited until he moved away from the door, and all was clear before going on. Mya waited for Lena on the landing and together they ran into the ship. Mya closed the hatch, and Lena hurried into the pit, ignoring her side.

The ship wasn’t a small one, as Porter had gotten rid of it and had purchased this grand thing. It had long, drawn out hallways and super large chambers—a luxury she found was a waste of money.

“What are you doing?” Mya asked, taking a seat next to her. 

“Looking to see if I can disable the tracker. I would like to get us as far away as I can before he comes after us.”

Mya snorted. “He won’t come after us. He’ll get someone to do that.”

“Probably, but I don’t want to take any chance. Got it! Okay, keep your fingers crossed because here we go.”

The ship shot off as Lena put in the destination coordinates for their grandfather’s home. Within seconds, because of her putting the craft full force into getting away super-fast, they were in space quickly.

“Mya,” Lena called out.

“Yeah.”

“Better get started on that message and put the beacon on as well. Not sure how long it’s going to be before it's known we are gone, and if grandfather doesn’t get our message fast, then we are going to need help.”

“If we send one out now, won't we draw attention to mercenaries?” 

“I’d rather deal with a mercenary than Porter when he finds out. We can pay one for protection and the other we will just end up paying for what we’ve just done. I’ll take a mercenary.”

* * * *
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“DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOUR problem is?”

Stone, a pure Viscela alien and third owner of the ship Ambrogio, mercenary for hire and one very bored out of his mind guy, sat back in his pilot seat. He brought his long legs up onto the edge of the ship controls, crossed his ankles, and arms over the massive spread of his chest. He stared at Craven, one of his blood brothers, with a mixture of irritation and curiosity. He had a damn good idea what Craven was about to say but wasn’t sure if he wanted to hear it. As if he had a damn choice, either. When Craven wanted to start giving you shit, only way to not hear it is maybe walk away and hope he doesn’t follow you.

“Oh, this should be good.” Stone gave a heavy sigh, narrowing his unusual, double pupil purple hazed eyes at the man. Eyes that all three of them had. “Please, enlighten me. I’m dying to know.”

Craven, like himself, was a Viscela alien. But where Stone mostly kept to himself, Craven was the extrovert, a playboy of sorts, who thought of himself as a great lover, and could get almost any woman he desired. And mostly, he did. Hell, there wasn’t a port they entered that Craven wouldn’t end up with some woman on his arm within a few hours and once in a while he even hooked up with a human, and that is a big no-no. Drove Stone and Hawk nuts.

“You need to get laid,” Craven said with a shitty little grin on his perfect face.

“No thanks. With the shit I’ve seen you hook up with, I wouldn’t fuck it with your dick. So sure as hell I’m leaving mine where it will be safe and protected.”

“Ouch. That’s harsh.”

“Craven, I don’t need to get laid. I need to shoot you.” Stone grinned.

“Told you many times, no shooting, Craven,” Hawk said, joining them in the pit, a reading tablet in his hand as always. “The mess he’d make could give us something.”

“Double ouch.” Craven pouted.

Hawk’s build was equally large as the other two, and all three had the purple double pupil eyes of their species. As for their personalities—well, that’s where they split off. Hawk was the medic, and with some of the shit Craven landed them in from time to time in a few ports. They needed him to heal them both quickly. Hell, Stone lost count of how many fights they got into, thanks to Craven and that dick of his. Prick needed to be castrated.

“What the hell are you looking at?” Stone asked Hawk.

“Well, there’s a strange distress call coming in. Look,” Hawk answered as he stared down at the ship’s console, turning it so Stone could see. “A beacon.”

“So.”

Hawk glanced up at him. “So? What the hell you mean, so?”

Stone shrugged his shoulders. “Can I be blunter?”

“Don’t you see?” Craven said, motioning his hand toward Stone. “The man is getting cold as ice here. He needs a woman to warm his sorry ass right back up.”

“No, I need to put my fist down your throat,” Stone threatened.

“I want to check it out,” Hawk said, ignoring both of them.

“Um, why?” Stone asked. “Last time we went to a beacon, we were shot at.”

“That was only because of him.” Hawk nodded towards Craven. “That was a bait call.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Stone said, looking back at Craven. “A father wanted to kill you. Another one to stand in line behind me.”

“I can’t help it women love me.” Craven smiled big, showing off his even white teeth.

“And fathers hate you.” Stone smirked right back.

“Head here.” Hawk leaned in between the two, showing Craven a beacon marker on the ship’s navigation console.

Stone didn’t bother with holding back his irritation at the idea. “Are you serious about this? We just got done with a job. Thought we were taking a break?”

“This isn’t a job, Stone,” Hawk said, not bothering to look at him. “This is someone that might need help.”

“Yeah, which leads to work, and I need a break,” Stone complained.

“No, you need pussy,” Craven mumbled.

“If you think my dick needs attention too damn bad...” Stone removed his legs from the control, stood up, and grabbed his crotch. “Then why don’t you just come on over and suck my cock.” After his raunchy display, he brushed past Hawk and walked out of the pit.

“Stone!” Hawk called out to him and from the sound of it, was running to catch up with him.

“I don’t want to hear it, Hawk,” Stone grumbled back.

“What do you mean you don’t want to hear it?” Hawk caught up with him, and he grabbed Stone’s arm to stop him. “This is important.”

“It’s always important. We don’t need the trouble.”

“We don’t know what this is yet.”

“If it has a beacon attached, it’s trouble.” 

“Why are you so bitchy lately, and since when has Craven’s bullshit gotten to you so much? He’s been poking at you for years and you’ve never been this testy before.”

“I’m not testy, I’m tired and need a break, and I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You never want to talk about it. You never talk about anything anymore!”

“Yep, so thanks for understanding.” He made to walk away again, and Hawk stopped him. 

“What the hell is eating you up inside?”

Stone let out a heavy sigh and rubbed his face. He hated talking about feelings and that bullshit. Never did a damn bit of good to get anything off his shoulders. Only gave the one that heard its power. However, Hawk always got shit out of him, even when Stone tried like hell to keep it hidden. It was something about the look in his eyes. Hawk could make anyone confess his sins.

“He’s right, okay. There, now you know.”

“Right about what?”

“Never mind.” Once more, he started to walk away, only to have Hawk stop him.

“Wait, you mean the getting laid part?”

“Forget it.”

“Then, if he is right, what’s the problem? I’ve never known you to be the guy to not be able to get a woman before.”

“It’s a new problem so just leave it at that.”

“Leave it at that? What the hell are you talking about?”

Stone sighed and rubbed his face again, one hand on his hip. “Fine. The problem I’m having is the size of my fucking dick, along with keeping the damn thing hard. If I can keep the damn thing hard, then the girl says no way, I’m too big. If I find one that loves my size, I can’t keep it hard. And you know what that shit means, so I’m fucked. I’ve stayed away from any that might have human DNA like we should, so you don’t need to worry about that. I need my own kind, and we both know that shit will never happen, so I’m screwed here. Fuck,” he groaned, rubbing the back of his neck. “I can’t even get a blow. Do you know how fucking frustrating that shit is? If I could get something like that once in a while, then maybe it would help, but I can’t even get that crap. No one out there wants to touch me.”

“I can’t believe that. I’ve seen how the women look at you at the ports.”

“Yeah, until you show them the package.”

“Then if you are having that much trouble, have Craven...” Stone gave him a dirty look which cut him off. 

“I’m just trying to say if Craven is having sex, then you can also. There is going to be someone out there that will be able to handle everything about you and give you that peace you are searching for. You’re just a damn romantic.” Stone now gave him his ‘I’m going to hit you’ look. Hawk quickly went on, “Nothing wrong with that. Woman like that side in a man. Look, I’ve been in the same position as you, and no, Craven doesn’t know, either. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a female. The ones I think I might get lucky with go running when they see how large I am, too. But that doesn’t mean we won’t find someone. If Craven can, then we can. I’m sure his dick isn’t any larger than ours.”

“Just his balls and mouth,” Stone smarted off.

Hawk gave a short laugh. “That I can believe. But hey, you need to stop worrying about it so much. It will happen to us both.”

“Hawk, I don’t know how long your head has been up your ass with this, but I’m about to go nuts here. And if I can’t find a tiny bit of release soon,” he held up his hand, slowly rolling his fingers into a fist, “then I’m going to hurt someone.”

Hawk went quiet for a moment, before speaking again. “Okay, how about this, then? How about we take care of this beacon—you might even get lucky and kill a few nasty guys—then we just follow Craven to his next little spot? If he is getting laid, then we should be able to find someone, too.”

“Great.” Stone rolled his eyes. “I get to fuck something nasty that has been stretched out like a cannon.”

“Better than nothing.”

“I’ll take nothing.” He turned his back on Hawk, intending to go to his room, but stopped and faced Hawk again. “Wait, how the hell do we know that little shit is telling the truth? He might say he’s getting laid and lying his sorry fucking ass off to us both.”

“Does he really act like he isn’t getting some?” Hawk tossed back.

“Good point. I’ll be in my room. Let me know when we get close.”

“So you’re on board then with finding who this beacon belongs to?” 

Stone heard the excitement in Hawk’s tone. The guy sure loved helping everyone. “Why not? Might make a mistake and finally shoot Craven.” He grumbled while walking away.

“I told you, no shooting him. We need him.”

“Like a rash on my ass, I do!”

Stone walked to his room, striding right over to the bottle he left by his bed, on the floating nightstand. Heaving a heavy sigh, he sat down on the side of his bed, picked up the bottle, and twisted it open. 

But he didn’t take a drink.

Instead, Stone put the bottle back down on the nightstand and stood up. He went over to the small window in his room and looked out at nothing but empty space. He thought about the small talk he had with Hawk and the half-lie he told him. 

True, yes, he had a tough time finding a woman willing to sleep with him, but the truth of the matter was he just didn’t feel any desire when he was around the women in the bars. Something was missing in the few women that were willing to go to bed with him, besides being unable to get hard. Something he just couldn’t put his finger on, and it was driving him crazy. He also couldn’t believe that he told his one big secret with Hawk. Saying out loud that he couldn’t get it up is the most embarrassing thing ever he has had to say to anyone. He just hated having to admit it out loud. 

“What is wrong with me?” he whispered to himself.

If he were back home, he would be showing a father how strong he was for the privilege of calling his daughter his own, and if he didn’t want a match up, he could still at least enjoy the pleasure of a woman of his own kind. Back home, the females of his race were just as open and accepting with their sex as the men were. Made finding that perfect match easier, but also a bit of a challenge. The female population wasn’t equal to the males, and sometimes they would fight if more than one was matched up with her. They would fight to show which male was strong enough to protect and provide for her. 

But he stood alone in his room, wishing, and dreaming of a past long gone; of a home that no longer existed and a family dead. He had no home, except for the one he stood in now and what family he had left, were also on this ship. A ship was his home with a bed that was cold and empty. 

Stone stood at the window for a long time, staring out, remembering little things about their home planet. He could remember the green hills where he played as a child and the busy streets of the market. So many people were on that planet, and yes, even though it was expected of him and all the young boys to train to be fighters, there was also peace in their way of life.

Then the war hit, and everything changed.

Stone had just come of age when it hit. He had already decided who to link with and ready to fight for her if needed. But the war came—invasion—that left so many dead. He was an only child, unlike Hawk and Craven, whose siblings died during the invasion. They killed young boys before they could learn to fight, and they murdered all the females with the destruction of the grand temple. 

Stone closed his eyes to the memory of his mother in their home. Both she and his father were killed, but the pain of her death still affected him. The female of their race were the ones to show and teach compassion. To teach how to love. Stone learned that from her, and he also learned the pain of the loss. That memory of walking into the house, seeing her dead, still brought tears to his eyes, even to this day. Hell, sometimes he could still smell the burning of the house and all the blood from both parents.

“Stone!” Hawk banged on his door, drawing him from the past.

“Yeah,” Stone called back, wiping his face of the tears.

“It’s time.”

Stone blinked and focused. He saw out the window and sure enough, there was a small ship coming into view. “Let’s do this.”
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Chapter Two
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“Boys, you might want to get up here and check out this shit.”

Stone looked at Hawk, rolled his eyes, and both headed right back toward the pit. When they entered, Hawk took the seat Stone vacated and Stone just looked out from behind Craven. Two ships out there, one is getting the fuck beat out of it.

“Heavy firepower,” Craven stated. “I’m picking up two life forms on the ship, maybe ten on the other one, and those boys have heat.”

“What about the ones asking for help?” Hawk asked.

“This came through when we got closer,” Craven answered. “Listen to this shit.”

“Help, please!” a female voice cried out, sounding desperate. “This is the ship, Gauthier. We are being attacked and need help.”

“Aren’t you glad you changed your mind?” Hawk asked Stone.

Stone stared at the small ship, getting the shit beat out of it. His eye also caught how they were about to get boarded. Going there would be with no kind of doubt a fight, and a good fight might be just what he needed right now. But damn. His gut screamed that if they went to that ship, went to that woman’s aid, then all hell would break loose and that some serious damage was about to take place. Feeling on edge as he did, he almost felt sorry for everyone around him.

“Okay there, buddy?” Craven asked.

“Fuck,” Stone groaned, rubbing his face. “Get us on the other side. This is going to be dirty and nasty.”

Craven leaned over his chair and began pressing controls and buttons. “Load up, girls. We dock in less than three minutes, and you can go party.” Hawk stood up and nudged Stone in the side and nodded for him to follow him out. Right when they got to the door to leave, Craven spoke again. “I’ll pray for you, Stone, that this female might be the one to get that chip off your shoulder.”

That was it! Stone made a lunge at Craven, only Hawk grabbed hold of him and shoved him out of the pit. He hit the button to shut the doors, then gave Stone another push to get going.

“One of these days I’m going to kill him,” Stone huffed, heading for the hidden latch that held their weapons. “With my bare fucking hands!”

“Can’t you just beat the shit out of him and keep him breathing?”

“No!”

Stone knew that he was turning into one mean-ass son of a bitch and at the moment he didn’t give a shit. He dressed this morning in his favorite leather pants, boots, and leather vest, not intending to fight. Good thing his vest could hold lots of ammunition clips for the guns because he really wanted to kill something now. When they came up to the wall, he pressed on it and opened up a hidden compartment. He grabbed small bombs that in the past were called grenades and slipped them inside his vest, and the entire time he loaded up on weapons, one thought kept coming to mind. Who the fuck picked on girls, for Christ sakes? That shit just didn’t sit well with him.

“You boys have your toys yet?” Craven sang over the com.

“Locked and ready,” Hawk answered. “You know, I was thinking more about what we talked about, and it also had me thinking about other things. You do need to come up with something to help you relax, or the extraction is going to be harder for you. Swallow that pride for a moment and talk to Craven about finding someone for you. Least you could do is get that blow you mentioned.”

“Are you seriously going to try to have this talk again when we are loading up for a fight? Dude, I have a gun in my hand.”

“When else am I to get you alone to talk? You’re so short with us nowadays.”

“I’m not short with you guys!” Stone gave Hawk a dirty look. “If I was short, I’d be shooting you both by now.”

“Hence, my point.” Hawk nodded. “You need to get laid. Hell, I need to get laid, least I’m man enough to admit it.”

“Jesus fucking Christ! Can you drop this shit please?” Stone grumbled. “My trigger finger might go off.”

“If you are still thinking about that last one, what was it, eight months ago? No, longer,” Hawk went on. “You didn’t hurt her. She liked it rough. Bet you can hook up with her again.”

“Hawk, I’m warning you man.”

“I’m just saying.”

“Yes, and you’ve said it too many fucking times already. I knew I shouldn’t have said a damn thing to you.”

“What you going to do when your right one comes along? You know that once a link is made, and the pull stars, you will be powerless to fight it. You can’t hide behind this ‘I’m too large’ bullshit. And you need to have better control. When that link begins, you know just as I do what will happen.”

“Get off my ass!”

“I’m only trying to help you here.”

“Hawk, I swear if you don’t stop talking about this, I’m going to break your fucking nose.”

Metal touching metal echoed, ending the conversation. Stone looked up as the ship vibrated hard when it brushed up against the other ship. For a moment, he wondered if theirs might break from the hard vibration. When the docking started, their ship let out a groan of protest, causing Stone to worry even more. It had been a while since they went to a planet to just fix up things on their ship. Maybe this was a hint that it’s time to do just that.

Locking sounds came along with more vibrations and groans. When loud clicking followed, Hawk opened their door and quickly went to work at cutting the other ship’s door open with a small welder torch, which was taking too long.

“Lock and loaded boys,” Craven’s voice came out again.

“This is taking too damn long.” Stone sighed, taking several steps backward. “Move!” 

Hawk looked back at him and swore before moving out of the way. Stone aimed with his gun and shot several times, blasting the thing open.

“You always have to blow something up, don’t you?” Hawk said.

“Ten max, boys.” Craven walked up to them, slinging his large gun, and putting the ear-com into his ear.

“Loser has to clean the shitter this time,” Stone said.

They always played a game when they boarded an enormous gunship like this. The one that killed the most won, and mostly Stone usually won.

“Ahh, a challenge. Love it.” Craven smiled and went in first. “No pussying out on me when you lose this time, either. I’m taking them all down.”

“You’re a terrible influence on him, you know that?” Hawk said, following Craven into the other ship. 

“Yep, and it’s the only fun I seem to have with the shithead,” Stone replied.

Instantly, they were greeted by firing. All three of them spread out. Stone shot two right in the chest of one guy and took another down by shooting him in the knee. Stone turned again just as a shot rang out and pain hit him in the leg. Looking down, seeing a bleeding wound, he saw red now. He went up to the one still alive, grabbing him by the throat.

“This is my favorite pair of pants, you fucker,” Stone snarled. He rushed the guy to the side of the ship, using as much of his body power as he had, and slammed him up on the wall. He heard the bones crushing and metal bending with significant force. With a twist of the wrist, Stone snapped the guy’s neck and let him drop like trash at his feet. “That felt good.”
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